enjoyed the applause at my lecturesbut even as I walked away from such triumphs the sweet taste of success would turn sour. All that I was and did, I felt, was thrown in the scale and added up and the total was always short. I was everywhere and always haunted by the limiting word which shouted of recognition withheld, associate professor. And I knew I could never get satisfaction until that limit was taken off my rewards.
While The idea of writing a book I found appalling, incredibly distasteful. 'Writing a book was for hermits who hated people, or zealots in love with their own ideas, or those fortunate few who could write out of themselves and didn't have to do research. For me it would mean painfully lonesome hours of routine research, of taking notes and organizing them. But I wanted that promotion so badly, I decided to repress my feelings and write a book.
Alas, I could think of absolutely nothing to write about. I went over the whole range of English and American literature, from Chaucer to Hemingway, and could think of absolutely nothing to say that might be publishable.
One day when I was deep in despair my wife came to me with a letter fumy) her aunt. There was a favor to be done, and I was the logical man to do it. My wife's aunt, Mrs. Crump, had been married to a college professor of English, like myself and there was a remarkable similarity between his situation and my own.
He had died a year ago at the age of fifty-six, an assistant professor. He had been a non-conformist, a man who de-I, too, regarded him as an eccentric and, though we were in the same profession and related, and though he lived but one hundred miles away, I had almost nothing to do with hirp. My wife and Mrs. Crump exchanged cae or two letters a year and that was it.
Mrs. Crump's letter contained a strange revelation. Her husband during his lifetime had written nearly two hundred poems, which he had polished and reponsned. He had written them solely for his own pleasure, and had tried, unsuccessfully, to publish only one or two of them. Mrs. Crump thought the poems were wonderful and had shown them to the press of his University, which had agreed to publish a small volume con- "Oh, all right," I said, "If that's the way you feel!" And so I got trapped with the job. In the preface, when I had to describe the poems I resorted to that innocuous word, that frequent cover for a multitude of sins, interesting. My wife would not allow it to stand. "You must say more than that," she insisted. "Would it hurt you to say they are excellent?" "Yes it would. I have my integrity to think of." "Well, think about it," she said, "and then do as I say."
Finally we compromised on fascinating. She was quite pleased with the word, and t felt it was noncommittal. After all, a work could be fascinating for any one of several reasons. In fact, some of the worst freshmen themes I ever got could qualify as fascinating. When the book was published the results were remarkableto put it mildly.
Whether it was the fierce independence expressed in the poems, the resolute contempt of the author for whatever might befall himsomething in the book caught the mood of our time. The New York Sun gave it the lead review and weekly Trend magazine ran a special story headed "The Courage of an Individualist." This new book, the Pacific Monthly pointed out, proved once again that poetry was very much alive, that it could be written in plain, comprehensible English. A number of magazines printed Crump's picture, with mine beside it. I, too, was loecoming famous as the man who had discovered Crump.
My wife, in public, allowed me my honors, but in private sang many a variation on the theme, "It's a good thing you listened to me." And my college, when contract time came around, gave me the reward I so intensely desired. I became at last Professor of English, with no qualifying strings attached. I was indeed a proud man.
But I was to be given an additional, and even more distinctive honor. Someone suggested that Crump be awarded a full professorship posthumously. But that was dismissed as too awkwardand absolutely unprecedented. Men were not promoted after they were deadand certainly, under no circumstances, two ranks at a time. Finally it was suggested that Crump be awarded an honorary doctorate. At first there was some opposition to this, on the grounds that such honors were never offered to anyone who could not be present at the ceremony. But this opposition melted when it was pointed out that congressional medals of honor were frequently conferred posthumously.
With this decision, I am told, everybody was happy. The sudden fame of Professor Crump, instead of embarrassing the college, could now be made to glorify it. All that remained to be done, it seemed, was to choose a commencement speaker who would put the right gloss on the whole affair.
As the man who had discovered Crump I was invited to perform this task. As I have said, I love to speak and can do so fluently with but little preparation. When the day came, it was indeed an occasion.
All the dignitaries of the college were there, as well as prominent people from the town, including the mayor. In this large auditorium, filled to capacity, I faced quite a challenge successfully. I was at my best. When I finished, the applause was long and loud and the whole audience, at a word from the chairman, stood up in honor of Professor Crump.
But in every triumph, even the most 
